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fcional triumph. I never answered; I never moved. De-
mands of apology were exchanged for promises of, pardon;
promises of pardon were in turn succeeded by offers of
if $ ward. I gave no sign. I heard them stealing on tiptoe
to the portal, full of alarm, and even doubtful of my life.
Scarcely would I breathe. At .length the door was burst
open, and in rushed the half-fainting Baroness and a posse
of servants, with the children clinging to their nurses'
gowns. Planted in a distant corner, I received them with
a grim smile. I was invited away. I refused to move. A
man-servant advanced and touched me. I stamped; I
gnashed my teeth; I gave a savage growl that made him
recoil with dread. The Baroness lost her remaining pre-
sence of mind, withdrew with her train, and was obliged to
call in my father, to whom all was for the first time
communicated.

I heard his well-known step upon the stair. I beheld the
face that never looked upon me without a smile; if in care-
lessness, still, still a smile. Now it was grave, but sad,
not harsh.

* Oontarini,' he said, in a serious but not angered voice,
* what is aH this?'

I burst into a wild cry; I rushed to his arms. He
pressed me to his bosom. He tried to kiss away the
flooding tears that each embrace called forth more plen-
teously. For the first time in my life I felt happy, because,
for the first time in my life, I felt loved.

CHAPTBE III.

IT was a beautiful garden, full of terraces and arched walks
of bowery trees, A tall fountain sprang up from a marble
basin, and its glittering column broke in its fall into a
thousand coloured drops, and woke the gleainy fish that